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read the Times, In the distance stood a second
lamp, and round it sat the young ladies, flashing
scissors over silver-spangled stuff for private
theatricals. Mr. Wortley read a book.

" Yes ; he is perfectly right/' said Mrs.
Durrant, drawing herself up and ceasing to wind
her wool. And while Mr. Clutterbuck read the
rest of Lord Lansdowne's speech she sat upright,
without touching her ball.

" Ah, Mr. Flanders," she said, speaking
proudly, as if to Lord Lansdowne himself. Then
she sighed and began to wind her wool again.

" Sit there" she said.

Jacob came out from the dark place by the
window where he had hovered. The light
poured over him, illuminating every cranny of
his skin ; but not a muscle of his face moved
as he sat looking out into the garden.

" I want to hear about your voyage/' said
Mrs. Durrant.

" Yes," he said.

" Twenty years ago we did the same thing."

" Yes," he said.    She looked at him sharply.

" He is extraordinarily awkward," she thought,
noticing how he fingered his socks. " Yet so
distinguished-looking."

" In those days . , ." she resumed, and told
him how they had sailed ..." my husband,